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We were just at the crest, where it must come
slowly. This was a moment of real excitement—the
thought of those three hundred It to Sian had become
almost an obsession with us. Would the car be
friendly? Would it stop?
A moment later we saw the front of a military truck
coming fast up the hill in low gear. Behind the cab
were blue-grey uniforms and the muzzles of rifles.
At the least it was well guarded. I threw an agonised
query to Miao, who was watching the truck intently.
Whatever the risk, we had to take it.
From the middle of the road we hailed the driver.
At first it seemed that the truck would not stop, and
we had to leap aside. Then there was a jarring
of brakes and a sudden shout of recognition from
inside the cab. A young man in uniform who had
been sitting beside the driver jumped out and shook
Miao's hand warmly. At last our luck had turned.
We had found our friends.
The young officer was a special messenger from
Yang Hu-cheng, the Shensi war-lord who had joined
forces with Chang Hsueh-liang in the Sian mutiny,
to Feng Ching-tsai, the unfaithful disciple whose
attitude had been giving us so much anxiety. He
was on an eleventh-hour mission to try to bring the
waverer back into the fold. So far, it seemed, he had
not been very successful.
Feng had refused to see him, wanting to know why
a friendly messenger came in a military truck with an
armed escort. This was a fair indication of how the
wind lay; the messenger, who had also been in-
structed to look out for our arrival, had come north to
Hanchang the day before. That night the magistrate
in Hanchang (whom we had seen only a few hours

